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live power which reveals itself in tbq production 
ol new combination, bis ill-regulated'efforts after 
originality were unhappily directed to the style of 
art, which, in the very midst of the master-works 
of antiquity the misapprehended and debased in 
an inconceivable manner: as though he would 
annihilate all troth and beauty in art, and leave 
it entirely at the mercy, of the most unbridled 
fancy. In truth,, extravagance of taste could 
scarcely be carried further "in sculpture than in 
the works of Bernini and h;s school. Bones of 
exaggerated size; muscles swoln into. mountains, 
in his men; soft bloated flesh, voluptous forms, 
surpassing even Rubens, in his women; ill- 
formed scrofulous children ; drtfperips, to be com- 
pared only to the waves of a stormy sea suddenly 
turned into stone; distorted features, frantic taces, 
wildly dishevelled hair and board; attitudes in 
Violent contrast, the gesture of Insanity, impetu- 
ous movement, wilhout aim or reason ; and a 
treatment ot the marble, giving it, by high polish, 
an almost ge'.atinoussoftness, are the chief beau- 
ties of that style, which, in its day, enchanted 
the amateur and connoisseur, and inundated 
Prance and Italy during a whole century with its 
deformities. But it was not sculpture alone that 
was thus misused, a similar corruption of taste 
prevailed like an epidemic in all the other depart- 
ments of art Marino and his followers, in poetry 
. — Lau franco and Pietro da Cor;ona, in painting, 
Borromini, in architecture; — were all guilty of like 
extravagance: but the enormities oi Bernini were 
the greatest— most repulsive. Strictly speaking, 
•this hateful manner had been transferred to 
sculpture from painting, and Algardi had already 
laid the foundation of It; but in his hands it was 
kept within bounds; Bernini alone had the hardi- 
hood lo introduce in sculpture the license which 
Lanfranco and Pietro daCortona permitted them- 
selves in their ceilings and cupolas. 

Cariova i3 the third artist who has .nnrked a 
new epoch in modern sculpture: and perhaps, as 
the tounder ot a new manner, be is also to be 
considered the head of a new school. Soon alter- 
bis appointment of inspector of the papal musS- 
ums, he was invited to Paris by the then First 
Consul, to execute his likeness. If his manner 
had once been introduced into France, he might, 
like Bernini, have ruled the taste of Europe, from 
Rome and Paris. But since this period several 
clever artists have appeared in Rome, and under- 
taken works of importance: the French academy 
has been also re-established, and its pupils have 
strictly adhered to the manner of their own school, 
and by a healthful emulation divided the interest 
of the pub ic. Tbe overweening predominance 
of one manner, which soon call.; up a host of life- 
less imitators, and might have drawn the atten- 
tion of the young artist from the study of the an- 
tique, was thus at least retarded, as was certainly 
to be earnestly desired, for the interests of modem 
'art. 



NOTES OF TRAVEL. 



At Sea, 
On board City op Boston, 

FeBruary 5. 

"M ,"said mamma, "you had better get 

up now and go on deck. The morning is finej^ 
go out and look about, and try to lind something 
to put into a letter." " There is no use in going 
out to look for wonders, for there are none," re- 
plied M tersely; "and as for writing, there 

is nothiog to write about,, except that I feel more 
like a.dog than a. Christian." 

Andthi3 is high noon of our- fourth day out: 
with fair winds w.e are slumming along the banks; 
a brilliant sky bends over us, and this February 
run shines down with a June's resplendent glory. 
'But thus it has not been altogether since the day 
of our sailing; for adverse winds and 'a stormy 
sea were our escort from out New York harbor; 
so that, with sick, saddened hearts we crept down 
to our little berths before the last glimpse oi our 



dear native island had fairly .vanished from our 
departing gaze. For the two succeeding days I 
had ample time for reflection— time to consider 
whether it were better to leave the home-joys, the 
bright, unbroken home-circle, with Bridget as its 
ministering angel, to endure for a time this mal 
de mer and consequent discomforts, to seek for 
the dream of youth, those golden apples which 
grow only in the distant, magic gardens of Hes- 
perides. But this morning, from my exalted 
berth, I peer through the port, and lo, the trium- 
phant sun I.; With. conquering. beams' he disperses 
the leaden Clouds, and breaks up the dark green 
waves into a thousand golden ripples. But to 
account for this unusual lassitude and. illness I 
leel, I, who am no novice ot sea, am somewhat 
at a loss. Perhaps it is owing to the excessive 
beat communicated from the steam pipes that 
convey the hot air around the ship — possibly to 
the want of interest in our company. There are 
but thirty passengers, reckoned as- the Grand 
Army was wont to record the number of her 
wounded and killed. Of course the steerage do 
not count. It would scarce be expected that, 
lying in ray berth, I should have made many ac- 
quaintances among the passengers, the most no- 
ticeable of whom, I have heaid mention, are two 
lunatics and a wandering Spaniard— not espe- 
cially alluring 1 This knight errant Iroiu the do- 
main of romance and chivalry holds a. cabin ad- 
joining mine, in which ho stables one dog, two 
parrots and himself! One Of the unfortunates 
heretofore mentioned was a volunteer soldier 
during our late unhappy war, and rose to the 
rank of Colonel. He is now, I understand, a 
partner in a large mercantile Arm on Broadway. 
His.. temporary, insanity is occasioned' by intem- 
perance. The first day out be was detected in an 
attempt to throw himse'f overboard. His case 
has occasioned great commiseration, although 
bis affliction is entirely self-imposed. 

But the lassitude of which I complained, al- 
though unmoved by the morning's splendor, has 
yielded to quite a different remedy. As our 
Captain did not find one of our little party at his 
table when he came to his morning meal, he sent 
down Tommy with his compliments, and an in- 
quiry after Mrs. C. and her daughters. " Oh," 1 
said to the. handsome, dark-eyed boy as he de- 
livered his message, "we are all very ill. I 
scarcely slept a mr.ment during the night." 
Meanwhile our good natured stewardess bad been 
endeavoring to tempt my languid appetite with 
all kinds of enticing edibles, and finally persuaded 
me to allow ber to bring to me just the least bit 
of broiled ham, which she assured me would be a 
delightful relish. I consented, but to my sur- 
prise when the ham arrived, my dainty morsel 
had swollen into, an enormous slice, sandwiched 
between two fried eggs. Now as I was hesitat- 
ing whether to attack this formidable repast, or 
to content 1 ihyselt with its fragrant exhalation, 
glancing into the passage way lo my consterna- 
tion 1 saw our splendid Captain peering through 
my window. Concerned for us by the report that 
had reached him, he had hastened down to pay a 
vi3it of condolence; but upon perceiving my 
plate he burst into an immoderate fit of laughter, 
declaring that he thought we looked uncommonly 
well ior a party of invalids. 



Feb. 9tb. 
Ocean voyaging has not hitherto been the 
theme ot extravagant eulogy, at least not by the 
travelled. • True> poets have sung the praises of 



the ocean in strains almost as profound as the 
ocean's depth ; but they were land poets who re- 
posed at home in soft beds, poets whose enthusi- 
asm had not been tested by the vicissitudes of 
sealife. However, the magnificent night-picture 
which met me when I went on deck this evening 
to look after the young moon, was quite compen- 
sating for the two tiiousand miles of sea sickness 
that I had endured. I found the moon's silver 
crescent expanded to a shining shield, and ber re- 
fulgent beams casting over the sea's face a glit- 
tering veil as sho lay in her moon-dream, while 
the ebon brow of Night, like that of an Orient 
princess, was bound with a jewelled coronet ot 
ever varying hues. 

Oh, the treacherous sea I how could I have sus- 
pected last evening when she won my heart by 
her wonderous beauty, as she lay all calm and 
silent in the moon's cold embrace, what potent 
wrath lay concealed in her deceitful bosom. For 
the last twenty-fQur hours the sea has been aw- 
fully magnillcieut; a fierce war bas been raging 
between waves and wind. The spectacle has 
been most sublime to the eye, but to the stomach, 
—ugh! 

But the voyage with all its dullness will soon 
terminate. The Irish coast is within a day's sail, 
and we are nine days out: a fine run, the Captain 
accounts it. For the last two or three days, 
flocks of wild sea galls have been our convoy. 
They have fluttered about tho ship, and it has 
varied the monotony somewhat to cast food upon 
the waters, and watch them as they scramble for 
it. And if our voyage has been wearisome, it 
lias not been owing to any forgeti'ulness from the 
ship's compiny. A good lihrary is provided, 
containing the works of the inimitable Dickens, 
of Thackery and Btilwer. and miscellaneous books 
by authors of '.ess renown. To anticipate every 
taste, there are works upon navigation, science 
and travel, and for the pioas, Bibles, and books 
ofCommom Prayer. And the table, a great 
consideration to sea travellers, will compare 
favorably with our best hotels. Four times a day 
I he cloth is laid; at nine A. M., at twelve, at four 
P. M. anJ at eight. At the morning meal and at 
dinner the Captain is seated at the head of one of 
the tables, and tho ship's surgeon at another; 
lunch, and the evening tea the Captain eschews. 
Never did a more delightful commander sail the 
seas than Captain Brooks, but unfortunately for tho 
City of Boston this is the last voyage that be will 
make in her. He is soon to take command of the 
City of ZondoH^which is now being enlarged, 
repaired, and fitted up as a first class steamship. 

As 1 ci03e this letter, tho usual excitement an- 
ticipatory of disembarkation prevails. A few of 
our passengers leave us at Queenstown ; among 
tuem one of the unfortuate gentlemen with the 
aberrated intellect. Farewell to old Neptune's 
treacherous domain: before the morning's dawn 
we shall have entered St. George's Channel. 

Cecilia. 



ART MATTERS. 



, NATIONAL ACADEMY OF DESIGN. 



SOUTH ROOM. 

Whittredges "Autumn Woods," No. 385, is by 
no means up to the gentleman's usual standard, 
being weak in color and totally lacking in effect. 

No. 390. " The Roman Mother," by E. H^ May, 
is a line piece of bold, striking color, the draw- 
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ing and expression, however, nre both (also and 
weak ; these same fault?, that of drawing in par- 
ticular, were noticeable in the gentleman's 
"King Lear," of last year's exhibition. Mr. 
May should devote more time to the pencil. 

No. 39 i. " Grand-papa's Pet," is a sunny little 
gem by Edwin White. It has already been no- 
ticed in these columns. 

No. 392, "Last Days of Autumn," by Jervis 
McEntce. In grappling with and reproducing 
upon canvas the subtle beauties of the late Au- 
tumn, Mr. McEutee is without a rival; no' Ameri- 
can painter has so thoroughly succeeded in 
catching the spirit of "the melancholy days " 
which Bryant has so touchingly written about; 
here they are tho 

" Wailing winds, and naked woods, and 
Meadows brown and sere." 

breathing out from the canvas the spirit of poetry 
and art. Bare and perfect combination. Next 
to Glfford's "Sunrise on tho Sea Shore," this is 
the best landscape in the exhibition. Peifect in 
all things but one, and that is tho unpleasantly 
forced line of biuo along the horizon. 

No. 397 is a carefully finished "Portrait," 
rich in tone and sweet in expression, by E. 
Johnson. 

No. 400, "Bethil, Maine," by Miss, or Mrs., 
Julia H. Beers. For the work of a lady this is a 
really remarkable pictuio, and gives great prom- 
ise of future excellence, marked, as it is, by deli- 
cacy, grace, a thorough knowledge of color, and 
a rare feeling ot sunshine and niinosphere. The 
only thing wanting in the ladj's work is force, 
the picture being somewhat weak in efiect, but 
the artist who could paint a picture such as this 
is tully capable of winning tor herself a position 
in the foremost rank ot American painters— force 
will come with experience, and with force must 
come success. 

No. 406, "Easter Morning, "is a delicious study 
ot flowers by Miss Mary Theresa Hart; rich in 
color and full of carelul detail, but greatly 
marred by the disagreeable coldness of the back- 
ground. 

No. 408, "Royalty at Home," by W. H. 
Board, is so far below the gentleman's usual stan- 
dard that it is but common charity to pass it by 
in silence. 

Hanging next to the above is a " Portrait, " by 
A. H. Wongler, hard, cold, chalky, and disagree- 
able. Why this picture should b3 hung upon 
* ' the line " is somewhat mysterious. The cabal- 
istic letters, "N. A.," at tho end of Mr. Wen- 
g'cr's name may perhaps explain the matter. 

No. 409, "Lincoln's Drive through Richmond," 
by D. M. Carter, is one of those ridiculous polit-. 
ical pictures which a certain class or artists 
never seem to weary of painting. The figures 
nre cast iron, the horses are wood, the sky is 
wool. ' 

No. 413, " Elisha Kent Kane at ' Fern Rock,' 
Homo of tho late Judge Kane, noar Philado'phia," 
by Thomas Hicks, N. A. The home of the late 
Judge Kane, near Philadelphia, must have been 
very comfortable one, his furniture very new; 
his housokeeper, however, was evidently not of a 
literary turn of mind, judging from the reckless 
manner In which books, glo'ies, &c, are strewn 



upon the library floor of his residence near Phil- 
adelphia. Dr. Kane must have had a very good 
shoemaker, judging from ihe excellent fit of the 
Doctor's shoes. The Doctor is deserving of great 
credit in having tho good taste to wear red 
stockings, and Mr. Hicks is deserving of still 
greater credit for having paintod them so care- 
fully. The Doctor's dressing gown is also an 
evidence of great good taste— especially the satin 
lining thereof. Setting all these aside, however, 
what an uncommonly good-natured and obliging 
gentleman the Doctor must have been. Few 
men would nave been induced to sit in the posl- 
silion which the Doctor has assumed in the resi- 
dence ol Judge Kane, near Philadelphia. It 
mnst have been very paintul. Perhaps, however, 
the Doctor was a gymnast, and by a thorough 
course of dumb bells and Indian clubs had fitted 
himself for the arduous task set him by Mr. Hicks. 
If not, the Doctor deserves the warm commisera- 
tion ol all right-minded people, for the utter mis- 
ery of mind and body endured by him is some- 
thing that causes the pulse to stand still and the 
blood to curdle into infinitesimal drops of agony. 
Let us hope, however, that the Doctor was a 
gymnast. What shall be said of the painter who 
has put upon canvas this wondrous specimen ot 
the cabinet makers' skill ? It Is a large picture 
— Mr. Hicks has a large, I may say very large 
sign upon his studio— Mr. Hicks is also a promi- 
nent National Academician— what earthly reason 
is there then why Mr. Hicks' picture should not 
be upon the "line;" the exclusion of good pic- 
tures is a mere secondary consideration where the 
dignity of an N. A. is in question. 

No. 416, "The Fallen Landmark," by W. H. 
Beard, is painted with considerable vigor and 
tells its story well. 

No. 424, "Passing Shower, nearNewpprt, R. 
I.," by M. F. H. Do Haas, contains some finely 
painted water and ships full ot motion, the sky, 
however, is unpleasantly cottony in texture. 

No. 430, "Moonrise, after a warm day in No- 
vember," by S. Colman, presents some excellent 
perspective drawing, but is too water-colory in 
effect to be entirely satisfactory. The picture has 
already been noticed in these columns. 

No. 436, "Street Melodies," by Constant 
Mayer, is an exquisite genre gem, marred only 
by its lack ol color; the expression of the chil- 
dren is wonderfully real and lifelike. 

No. 437, ''Cape Ann," by S. R. Gifford, is a 
perfectly delicious picture, cool in tone, full of 
atmosphere, and painted with the greatest deli- 
cacy and grace. The wet sand and incoming 
waves ore exquisite, while in painting vessels at 
different distances upon the horizon line Mr. Gif 
ford has been remarkably successful. 

A strong, vigorous portrait of Judge Daly is 
No. 438, by D. Huntington; the learned gentle- 
man seems to breathe under the skillful touch of 
our great portrait painter— wlo, unhappily, has 
taken to landscape painting. 

No. 441, "English Snipe, "by Gilbert Burling, 
is too good a picture to occupy its present exalted 
position. 

No. 443, is by G. P. A. Healy, and is called 
"A Chicago Boy." Utterly regardless of the 
pork market, tho " Chicago Boy" is lying upon a 



carpet with trees over his head and an orange at 
his feet; tho orange Uw painted— the "Chi- 
cago Boy " is not. 

No. 446, "White Mountain tcenery,"by J. A.. 
Kensett. Here is a picture which, at first sight, 
you set down as bad, but a closer scrutiny reveals 
subtle beauties and a knowledge of handling 
which are really remarkable. Jn no part of tho 
picture is there a falsely drawn line, and the 
color, although to a certain extent weak, is, for 
the most part truthful, while the green shadows 
introduced are simply wonderful. The "White 
Mountain Scenery" cannot, with justice, be called 
a great picture, but It is, in every sense of tho 
word, a good one, its main fault being its weak- 
ness; for dolicacy and purity of color it is unsur- 
passed by any picture npon the Academy walls. 

No. 448, "Approaching Storm, "View near 
Naples," by O. Achenbacb, is a fine motive for a 
remarkably strong picture; the lowering clouds 
and wind bowed trees are particularly fine. 

No. 452, "The Pension Claim Agent," by E. 
Johnson, must take the lead, for realism and per- 
fect truth to nature, among tho figure pictures of 
the exhibition. Never exaggerated, always thor- 
oughly natural, good in color and' admirable in 
detail, it is a perfect gem. The picture has al- 
ready been noticed a f , length in these columns. 

No. 463, "A North Woods Lake," byH. D. 
Martin. Here is a picture poetically grand, 
technically bad. Mr. Martin has entirely suc- 
ceeded in catching the true spirit and sentiment 
of the wilderness, but this he mars by a forced 
effect, untrue both in art and nature. This is a 
great pity, as he had in his " North Woods Lake" 
a subject thoroughly and sufficiently grand in 
itself to obviate the necessity of recourse to un- 
natural light and shade, and which, if tr ated 
with greater simplicity, would have added an~ 
other laurel to the wreath Mr. Martin is so rap- 
idly weaving for himself. The gentleman has a 
clear, straightforward path before him, but if he 
turns aside into the crookedness of sensational- 
ism, he can never hope to reach that goal for 
which he labors, and which he so richly deserves 
to attain. 

No. 456, "The Lower Ausable, Adirondack 
Mts.," by John A. Hows. It is not within my 
province to speak of the merits or demerits of 
this picture; the glaring injustice of its hanging 
in its present position must, however, be patent 
to every one. 



The Academy threw open its doois for a free 
exhibition on Saturday ol last week, and its 
rooms were crowded, not, however, by the per- 
sons for whom the exhibition was intended. In 
the place of mechanics and the poorer classes 
were richly attired women, giggling school girls 
and obstreperous boys. A-free exhibition, to be 
ot any real benefit, should be given upon Sunday, 
then the laboring classes have a holiday, and 
time hangs heavy upon their hands, whereas 
upon a week day, even were they so minded, a 
view of ploturos is to them an utter impossibility. 
It the Academy has made up its mind to be gen- 
erous, by all moans let it open its door3 on 
Sunday. 

Paletta. 



